

The troublejome %*}gne 

Mother. What’s the matter Philip l I thinke your f u j* 
in fccret, tends to feme money matter, which you fuppafe 
burnes in the bottom of my cheft. 

Thil. No Madam.it is no fuch fu it as to beg or borrow 
But fucii a fuit, as might fome other grant, 

I would not now haue troubled you withall. 

Mother. A Gods name let vs heare it. 

Phil. Then Madam thus.your Ladifhip foes well, , 

How that my fcandall growes by meanes of you, 

In that report hath rumord vp anddowne, 

I am a baftard.and no Fauconbridge. 

Tins groflc attaint fo tilteth in my thoughts, 

Maintaining combat to abridge mine eafe. 

That field and towne.and company alone, 

What fo I doe, or wherefoere I am, 

I cannot chafe the flandcr from my thoughts. 

If it be true.refolue me of my fire. 

For pardon Madam, if I thinke amiijje. 

Be Philip, Philip, and no Fa'iconbndge, 

His father doubtlefle was as braue a man* 

To you on knees, as fouierimc Phaeton, 

Miftrafting filly tJMerop for his fire, 

Straining a litle balhfull modefty, 

I beg fome inftance whence I am extraught. 

Moth. Yet more adbe to hall me to my gra«?, 

And wilt thon too become a mothers erode ? 

Muft I accufe my felfe to clofe with you ? 

Slaunder my felfe, to quiet your effe&s ? 

Thon moou’ftme Philip with this idletalke, 

Which I remit, in hope this mood will die. 

Phil. Nay Lady mother, heare me further yet. 

For ftrong conceit driues dutie hence awhile : J 
Your husband Fauconbridge was father to that fonne,j 
That carries markes of Nature like the fire. 

The fonne that blotteth you with wedlockes breach, d 
And holds my right-, as lineall m defeent 
From him whofe forme was figured in his face. 
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• M ,rnre Co disenable in her frame, M 

£ in She one fo like as like may be, 

-j-o make print no character 

t ’ dultn-= »ny in > rkc of tr ; ic dcfce;,t f , 

T °t . h-fsininl is blfe.and coo Moduli, 

To where 7 lodge* his afk-as, 

T° d ”° s externaU graces that you ne.c, 

7Thou«h I tepott it J counterpoifcuot mine : 

, plsinc debut icic^ 

KSw.be chauc.and mine tliefeatoffteele; 

Na. .hat is he, or .hat am 1.0 him? 

When any one that kno.eth ho. to carpe 
will fcarcely Wge vs both one countrey borne. 

This Madam, this, hath droue me from my felft : 

! n j hereby beauenserernall trapes I Crate, 

As curfed Nero with his mother did. 

So I with you,if you refolue me not. 

Moth. Let mothers teares quench out thy angers fire. 
And vree no further what thou deeft require. 

’ phil Letfonnes intreaty fway the mother now. 

Or elfe fliee dies : lie not infringe my row. 

Moth. Vnhappy taske : mnft I recount my lhame. 

Blab my mifdeeds, or by concealing die ? ’ 

Some power ftrikc'me fpeechleffe for a time, 

Ortakefrom him awhile his hearing vfe. 

Why wifli I fo, vnhappy as I am f # 

The fault is mine, and he the faulty truit, 

I blufliT faint, oh would l might be mute. 

Phil. Mother be briefe.I long to know my name, 

Moth. And longing die, to ftiroud thy mothers luamej 
‘Phil. Come Madam come, you neede not be fo loath. 
The lhame is fluted equall twixt v s both. 

Id not a flacknelfs in me, worthy blame. 

To be fo old , and cannot write my name. 

Good mother refolue me. 

t Moth. Then Philip heare thy fortune , and my griefc. 
My honours Ioffe by purchafe of thy felfe, 
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